We Must Keep Our Heads above the Waves
aides-de-camp and our messengers bearing flags of truce.
Now they will love me.
"But what is that naughty fellow saying up there?"
He pointed to the mosque, where a dark figure stretched
his arms to the sunset sky, calling in sonorous tones the
muezzin of the hour. "Here, Bourrienne—" he shouted to
the inner room, "get me an interpreter quickly, I do
not understand their language; but that has an un-
familiar sound. And the people are restless."
When the interpreter came, the voice had ceased; and
in spite of the sword at his windpipe the fellow persisted
in saying it was simply the age-old call to prayer.
"It is useless to kill him," declared Napoleon; "the
rascal would welcome the martyrdom. But I do not like
the smack of it. So watch closely, Bourrienne, and have
him on hand for the next muezzin. Meantime double the
guard about the palace; and you, little one, do not go
out on the streets."
Bourrienne, however, was neither so keen nor so watch-
ful as his chief; and when Napoleon returned, some
twenty-four hours later, from an excursion to the river
islands, it was to find armed natives prowling through
the city and many of his own soldiers killed. He had been
right. The servant of Allah had mingled with his peti-
tions to High Heaven invitations to do murder in the
more earthly streets.
The lady should have loved him more deeply now, for
the care he had shown her, and, if Beauty ever loves
Bravery, for the intrepidity with which he raced through
the streets as, disobedient to his orders, she watched from
the arches. He was everywhere, recklessly exposing his
person, but with a purpose; now striding from post to
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